Travels in Two Democracies

city with the bottomless spaces behind it ... the palaces full
of spaces, the broad river, the waterways ... the bridges, the
characters of Dostoevsky, uneasy, unable to relax in sleep, roam-
ing the bridges in the half-day of night: the dissipated, the
lonely, the thoughtful, the poor ... the great unintegrated city
which in itself seemed to make no meaning, in which the indi-
vidual had to make his own meaning, in which he despaired by
himself, beating his head against the spaces . . . away there
on the outskirts of Europe . . . they had come back as we had
done at home to a straggling provincial civilization among
prairies and wild rivers and forests, bringing books and manners
from Europe, and they had remained in bed in the morning for
hours, like Goncharov's Oblomov, trying to make up their
minds whether or not to get up: I had done the same thing
myself . * . in those countries we are freer, less certain of
what we want, we think the long, long thoughts of the poem
and they are lost in the quiet of the province . . . unless, all
alone in the spaces, we are possessed by some passionate purpose:
we never know what we have got in the forests and wastes
of those countriesj we never know what is going to come out of
them. ...

IV. On the Margin of Moscow
I WENT to the station with the Englishman from the boat,
Who said that the food was all right, but he couldn't get enough
fruit and green vegetables.
In the train, they told us to watch our suitcases, not to leave
them alone a second.
I ^traveled hard," which is much more comfortable than the
second a&d third class compartments in the western European
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